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Summary: After 3 years of hardships and heartaches, Mayweather' s bad 
luck is yet unfinished when she is struck by lightning by her own 
dragon. Unable to remember who she is and what she did in her past 
life, she has Berk, Hiccup, and the rest of the Archipelago help her 
remember the good. . . and the bad times she had. Can she regain all of 
her memories, or try to make new ones? 


1. Prologue: The Beginning of the End 
_* *AN : It is Here ! * *_ 

**_My newest installment of my previous fanfiction My First Half! I'm 
very excited for this one because I did a lot of research and had 
some help from Johnnylee619 on continuity problems as I was watching 
Race to the Edge Mini-Season 2 (that's the next 13 episodes for 
season 3 of dragons) . _** 

**_So long story short, Mayweather has to remember who she is as she 
starts from scratch, that being retraining dragons, retraining her 
mind processes, and everything else that needs to be retrained. She 
also becomes Hiccup, more specifically a parallel to him in the very 
first movie, as Hiccup is a social outcast because he wasn't a 
'viking' to the society on Berk. Mayweather is socially an outcast 
because everyone has advanced to learning about dragons, and she 
doesn't have those abilities because of memory lost. She wants to 
learn about dragons, and her drive is extreme desire, but she's still 
struggling to do that. Stoick helps her along the way and so does 
Gobber ._** 

**_And also you might notice that there might be big gaps and such on 
what happened within those three years. I will fit those things into 
the story, otherwise I might do a prequel to the sequel type of third 
installment... or would that be an 2 and a half sort of thing XD . 
Anyways, this is my prologue, and hopefully this story is a 
success. ** 



_Somewhere Within The Ocean_ 

His brittled hair had shook as the wind blown. He carried his staff 
and his sheep Fungus under his arm. He had muttered something about 
where were going to live, what they were going to do, and how they 
were going to do it. He looked over to Alvin the Treacherous, chief 
of the once 'proud' and 'unafraid' Outcasts. He was hunched over a 
barely-breathing 18 year old. Her hair long, going up to her ankles. 
The eyes that once looked to him for advice and helpa€ | were now 
closed. Her back was bruised from a hard impact, and so she laid 
there in the armsa€ of her father. 

The only dragons that were of reach was Flystorm and Groundsplitter . 
The pair had flew over the main ship 

"What a mess this isa€| ." Mildew said, his legs wobbly from the 
ship's constant swaying of waves crashing lightly on it. "The 
Outcasts have been thwarted by a dragona€ i and not just any 
dragona€ | . a skrilla€|" 

"What are you getting at?" Alvin said, turning around to see the 
small and feeble man. 

"I'm just statin' the facts: we have only have two dragons, no island 
to go to, Dagur has escaped from jail, and most importantly no dragon 
trainer," he said, referring to Mayweather. Alvin looked at his 
incapacitated daughter, she needed to be held. He had scooped her up 
in his arms. He had fixed her heavy hair aside to see her. "We need 
to find shelter, " Alvin said. 

"I think I know where we need to goa€ | " Mildew said. Alvin was 
willing to take any suggestions. He had signaled his men on the other 
boats to follow him. 

_The Isle of Night_ 

Mayweather was supported by a log from a Loki tree. She was covered 
with fur, as Mildew had to skillfully undo her attire without looking 
at Mayweather 's chest. She had Lichtenberg figures, large branches 
crawling from the center of her back to her all the way to her arms. 
She was resting now, moving her eyes rarely, a sign that she was 
alive. The Outcast men were collecting supplies wood, food, and water 
for what was to be a long recovery. 

Alvin had looked at his daughter, resting alone in her private area. 
He had an elbow on his leg, a hand on the other, his face looking 
hard at her. Mildew was eating boar the men found, Flystorm squawking 
for a piece. "Don't even think about it you hungry wyvern, " he said 
wagging a finger. The green and yellow dragon had nudged hi nah 
waited until he finished eating so he himself can eat. 

"Quiet," Alvin said, looking at his daughter. 

Mildew had sighed heavily. "Alvin its no use, she's not going to wake 
up, not even a damn thunderstorm will wake her up, " Mildew said. 

"I said quiet! Its bad enough me own island is left unguarded because 
of a skrill, I don't need you to bare on the fact my child can be 
dead within the next few hours!" he said. 



"Its not my fault you're child leaped in to take the shot and nearly 
smashed her head in, and its definitely not my fault your child was 
playing scabbard the sword with Dagur!" Mildew said, striking a nerve 
in Alvin. With that Alvin had nearly lunged at Mildew, but the men 
restrained him. 

"You're lucky my men are, otherwise I'd take your head off with me 
barehands, " he said. 

"Say what you want about me, you know its the truth, " Mildew said, 
eating his boar. 

Hours passed, and not a single white of the eye had shined across the 
fire from Mayweather. Mildew had fell asleep, his sheep used as a 
pillow. Alvin, however, was still awake, looking into the fire. The 
men were on guard so if the skrill were to come they were to fight it 
off. Alvin only hoped his only child was alive. Those three years of 
knowing a proud and amazing girl-turned-woman, could possibly be the 
first and last years he knew of her. What could he make of this can 
only determined on what he should do with Mayweather, that is _if 
_she survived this ordeal? 

What if she were to live., what could he doa€ i would he love her 
more? Cherish his time with her? Even so much as treat her like an 
equal? And what if she were to pass? Would he inform Stoick and the 
children of Mayweather 's passing? 

Alvin had sighed in defeat as didn't know what to think. He could 
only pray to the gods to give Mayweather lifea€| but if not, then 
give him answers . 

Mildew was then woken up by his sheep kicking his face. The old man 
had rubbed his face and shook his head. 

"Serves you right," Alvin said, his grudge still at Mildew. 

"Piss off," he said. "Still waiting on her to wake up I seea€ | " 

"Oh what do you carea€ | " Alvin spat at. "You didn't like her; you 
never gave her a chance." 

"And neither did you! When you found out she was your daughter 
she-" 

"Enough!" he said as he whispered it. "I don't want to hear any of 
thisa€|" he said, looking at Mayweather again. 

_Morning_ 

Alvin had barely had any sleep, watching Mayweather for any close 
movements. She was still on her back, not one inch moved since laying 
her down. Alvin had gotten up and walked to her slowly. Every step he 
took was the scariest ones yet. To know whether or not your only 
flesh and blood was alive or not. Alvin had kneeled down and had 
placed a hand on her shoulder. 

A quick mewl of pain had emerged between her lip, and became 
intervals every other second. Her arms had fidgeted at the slightest 
touch, and her body was in pain. Alvin looked at her in shock. It was 



bittersweet to know his child was alive, but now had to deal with the 
aftermath. Alvin had covered her with fur, and thank the gods for 
Mayweather being alive. 

The men were beginning to wake, as of Mildew. He had stretched his 
withered bones and yawned. He saw Alvin hunched over Mayweather. 
Mildew had walked to the chief and placed a hand on him. "Sorrya€|" 
he said as he had murmured for last nights little spat. 

"Samea€| Mayweather ' s coming to, but she's in an ordeal of pain," he 
said, rubbing his head. 

"Hmph, " Mildew said. 

_A Week and a Half Later_ 

Mayweather was alive for sure, however she was wake up and go back to 
what seemed an eternal sleep. Alvin had sent word to Stoick that the 
Outcast were attacked to the point of ambush, but could not specify 
that it was that skrill. Stoick would ask how the attack happened, 
and ask of Mayweather' s well-being. He had Groundsplitter sent the 
message as he had no terrible terror on him at the moment. 

One of the men had called frantically. "SIR! SIR! THE HEIR HAD AWKWEN 
FULLY!" he said. Alvin had leap out of his place and ran to 
Mayweather, Mildew going after him. Mayweather was in a sitting 
position, her body hunched and her hair covering her chest from 
exposure. She had breathed faintly but was looking around with dazed 
eyes . 

Alvin had pushed the man away and had went to Mayweather. She had 
looked up, not saying anything as she was dry at the mouth. 

"Maya€ | it's mea€ your poppa," Alvin said, still unable to form that 
word seeing as being a father was still a new idea, 

"a€|?" she had tilted her head and squinted. 

"Do you remember me? Do you remember anything?" he asked as he looked 
at her and gripped her hand. Mayweather had realized that her chest 
was exposed, and quickly grabbed the fur that was near her and 
covered herself. 

"a€| Waita€ | " she said as she in a low and timid voice. "Where am 

I ? " 


"We're on an island a bit from home," Mildew said. 

"What's homea€ | " she said as she had rubbed her head. "Who are you 
peoplea€ i . " 

Both Mildew and Alvin had swore to Thor almighty that their hearts 
had stopped quicker than a gronckle dropping down from 100 feet in 
the air. 

"W-What?" Alvin said. "You don't know who we are?" 

"I don't know who I ama€ who am I?" she asked. Alvin felt like he 
lost the battlea€| the question still echoing in his 
head . 



***_Who am !?"_** 


2 . Never Give Up 
_Present Day_ 

She sat at the corner of the wooden bed. She had one boot in her 
hand, the other on her feet. Her hair was half done, one side long, 
wavy and soft, the other half braided with a little ball of hair at 
the end tied off by a burgundy band. She was hunched her back showing 
her permanent injury. They branched out like little ferns, only these 
didn't wilt away. 

Oh how she wished they'd go away. 

She didn't know why she had them, nor did she knew who gave her the 
marks. She had absolutely no knowledge of why everything was the way 
she was. All she knew was she was in pain all day, everyday. 

A knock was laid on her door. She didn't flinch at all when she heard 
the flinch. She just turned around. 

"Mayweather! We brought you some eggs!" a man said, sounding cheery. 
She had slowly gotten up, but had weak legs. She had grabbed the pole 
of the footboard of the bed and had used that as a way of balancing 
herself. When she reached the door she had cracked it open. 

Bucket had a basket of eggs. Mulch having a few loafs of bread to 
give her as well. She had faintly smiled, and nodded in reply. 

"Oh, and don't forget, Stoick wants to see you at the Great Hall for 
another lesson, " Mulch said. 

"Oh, is she taking dance lessons? Stoick hasn't danced since-" Mulch 
had nudged Bucket before he could say anything else. Mayweather had 
nodded and closed the door on them. She had placed the eggs and bread 
down . 

_The Great Hall_ 

Stoick was at the table with Gobber, having all the dragon classes 
laid out for Mayweather. 

"Stoick, I know that you're taking initiative to help Mayweather," 
Gobber started, "but why not just send her to Dragon's Edge. Fishlegs 
can help her on her meditation and Astrid can help regain her ability 
to fight and Hiccup can teach her all about dragons." 

"I know, but Hiccup is doing his part in retrieving the Dragon Eye 
from the Dragon Hunters, there's no telling what they might do with 
it, " Stoick said. 

"But in order for the Dragon Eye to work, it needs a Snow Wraith 
tooth. Those muttonheads of a tribe aren't exactly the smartest f the 
bunch now are they," Gobber said before chuckling. Stoick had fixed 
the classes in a particular order. He hoped that Mayweather would 
come soon. 



Hours passed on, and not a single word from Mayweather. Gobber was 
craving a ducka€ i most likely his fifth one. Stoick was tapping on 
the wood, constantly waiting on the girl. 

"Guess she forgot., again," Gobber said. 

"Mayweather ' s really not herself," Stoick said, rubbing his 
temple . 

"How can you expect her to be when she got struck by lightning, " he 
said. "Not to mention that she has pains everywhere, motor skills are 
weak, and she can't sleep because she has a concussion." 

"I know Gobber; Gothi wrote it out for me then she diagnosed her last 
week, " he said, a bit aggravated. 

Mayweather had walked slowly to the table, her eyes fixed in front of 
her. Her hair was half done, and her boot was still in her 
hand . 

"Lassie, you're here!" Gobber said. "Eh, why do you have you're boot 
in your hand?" he asked. 

Mayweather had looked at the boot and shrugged. "I forgota€ ! " she 
said timidly. 

"Its okay, just sit down and lets get started on our lesson," he 
said . 

Mayweather had nodded and sat down on the table looking at the 
pictures. She was presented with the seven classes to all the dragons 
known to Berk, from Stoker class to Strike class. 

"Today's lesson is on the Tidal Class," Stoick said. "What do you 
think the Tidal class contains?" he asked, wanting to know what she 
thought it was . 

"Uma€ | Tidal means tide, and tides are the waves in the water. Are we 
learning about ocean dragons?" she said, hoping that was the 
answer . 

"That's correct," Stoick said as he had sat with her. "Now, what 
dragons does the Tidal class have?" 

"Uma€ | . water dragons?" she said, Gobber making a sound of 
disapproval . 

"Lassie, think about yesterday, what does a cauldron do?" he 
interjected . 

"Boil water?" she asked. 

"Yes, now there is a dragon named after that, its belly is in fact a 
cauldron, what is that dragon," he asked again. 

"a€| A scauldron!" she said, her face a little bit cheery. 

"There you go, " he said, patting Mayweather on the back 
involuntarily, causing her to yelp in pain. She was on her knees, her 
body shaking. 



"Gobber!' Stoick said. 


"Sorry! I forgot how strong I am," he said as he had picked her 
up . 

"D-Don't touch mea€ | pleasea€ i " she said as she was in tears. Her 
marks were the worst reminders of pain, mentally and 
physically . 

"Let's get you to Gothi ' s hut, she's probably brewing up that remedy 
for you," Stoick said as he held her up and head to Gothi ' s 
hut . 

_Gothi ' s Hut_ 

Gothi was stirring the remedies into her cauldron and had poured a 
good amount in a jar, waiting for Mayweather's arrive. Once she was 
their, she had gestured Mayweather to lay down on her 
stomach . 

"We'll pick you up when you're finished," Stoick said as he had 
headed down the steps . Mayweather was not in the mood to ride a 
dragon, so he had walked Mayweather up those steps, stopping a few 
times for Mayweather. 

Gothi had Mayweather pull up her shirt to reveal her Lichenburg marks 
to Goth, the old woman smearing the remedies on her back. Mayweather 
hissed at the application and held her mouth. The marks were 
permanent, but the pain would subside for the day, but Mayweather 
knew there was no escaping the pain she felt on her body. 

Gothi had placed bandages around her torso and had her wait until 
Stoick was ready to pick her up. Goth had did he normal thing, doing 
request for the villagers and giving them remedies. Mayweather hung 
back in the back ground, starring at the clouds. She had undid her 
braid, wondering how she had gotten that braid their in the first 
place . 

Stoick had headed up the stairs, his chest heaving a bit but kept his 
composure. "Lassie, you finished?" he asked as he placed a gentle 
hand on her shoulder. She had looked at him and nodded. 

Stoick gestured her to come along with him and had held her close so 
she didn't fall off the steps. 

_Stoick's House_ 

Stoick had arrived home with Mayweather, stretching his body as he 
was a bit tired. "Some day huh, Mayweather?" he asked her as she 
headed upstairs and had closed the door. Stoick had sighed and had 
headed up to his son's room. She had been staying here until she can 
go to the Edge, when she was ready. 

She was in the bed, a blanket over her body and her hair let down, 
resting on the floor. Stoick had slowly gone in and looked at her. 
"You knowa€ | my son asks about you., a lot," he said. 

Mayweather's head moved slightly, hearing him out. "Hiccupa€| 
right ? " 



"Ay. He wants you to come to the EdgeaC i but he's dealing with some 
personal matters, I'd rather not say," he said as he had looked at 
her . 

"Hmmma€|" she said. "Can I ask you something?" she asked. 

"Yes, lass, " he said. 

"Do you feel like no matter how hard you try, you feel like you want 
to give up sometimes?" she asked. 

Stoick was stunted. He had cleared his voice. "Well, yes, at one 
point. My sona€ you see before he was a dragon rider, he was wanting 
to be come a viking, but of course he was a bit of a hassle with 
that. He had the attention span of a bird and always wandered off 
doing Thor knows what. I felt like he wasn't meant to be a viking, so 
I was close to giving up on the boy." 

"So then what?" she asked. "What changed?" 

"Dragons. I realized that he was a viking all along. He was a brave, 
smart, and amazing boy, who I am proud to call my son. And because of 
him, we have the Berk auxiliary for when we head off to battle, we 
have more knowledge of dragons, and we have peace with 
dragons . " 

Mayweather was mesmerized by all of this. "Wowa€ | I had no 
idea . " 

"But you did lassa€| you did. You knew him, his friends and me on a 
personal levelaC i but you lost your memory," he said. 

"How? Please tell mea€ i " she begged. 

"I don't know," he lied. He couldn't tell how she got those marks. 
"All I know is you're alive and wella€| sorta." 

"OkayaCi good night," she said as she had turned around and closed 
her eyes. 

"And MayweatheraC | don't ever give up. The only way you can ever give 
up is by never trying at all your hardest." with that, he left her to 
rest, once again making her know she was not alone in this. 


3. Yes I Do! 

_**AN: Okay, I'm sorry if i wasn't on this as I was before. Ive been 
having trouble with writing this out because I don't know what could 
possibly happen between now and when the third mini season of Race to 
the Edge is announced. So bare with me on this.**_ 

_Dragon's Edge_ 

Astrid was on Stormfly, her battle axe in her hand as she scouted the 
area for any signs of danger. She had then heard the rustling of the 
bushes behind her, turning around to go and attack the 
person . 



"WAIT, STOP!" someone called, their hands in their face, Astrid 
wielding the axe. 

She looked at them and scoffed. "Ugh! Snotlout, you were suppose to 
be at the watch tower!" she said as she grabbed him shirt. 

"We got bored," he said as he crossed his arms. Hookfang had came 
behind him and blew a puff of air at Snotlout, in which he had looked 
back at Hookfang. 

"You're suppose to be at the watch tower with the twins!" she said as 
she had gripped her axe. 

"Yeah? The twins always mess around, what does it matter if they do 
work?" he said. 

"Look just do it, " she said as she rubbed her head. 

"Look, just because Hiccup's working your nerves doesn't mean you 
should do it to us either, " Snotlout said. 

"Excuse me?" Astrid said. "Hiccup feels like he let himself down, our 
dragons down, the whole dragon species down. Maybe if you were in his 
shoes-" 

"Correction, _shoe_, " he said. 

"Look, Hiccup needs us on board with what needs to be done, and it 
doesn't help that you keep on questioning everything," Astrid said, 
her arms crossed. 

"Fine fine, " he said as he had went back on his dragon and headed 
out. Astrid had sighed and looked up. 

"Hiccup I hope you're doing okaya€ | " Astrid said as she was a bit 
worried for Hiccup. Knowing everything that he was going though, 
losing the dragon eye, being somewhat manipulated and turned into a 
puppet of Viggo ' s gamea€ | she couldn't possibly know who he 
felt . 

_Berk_ 

Mayweather was walking to Stoick's house, seeing that no one was at 
the house. She was in a green tunic with a brown belt around her 
waist. She wore brown boots with beige fur lining. Her hair was done 
in a side braid, some flyaway strands cascading over her 
forehead . 

Stoick had came in with a letter from Dragon's Edge, saying that they 
were still looking for Ryker and his ships. He looked ahead to see 
Mayweather staring at him. "Ah, good afternoon lass, how are ya?" he 
asked . 

"My back is hurting and I forgot why I came here, " she said. 

"Oh really, did you go to Gothi and have her check you're back?" 
Stoick said as he sat down in his chieftain chair and looked at 
Mayweather . 


"Yeah, she gave me some of that back cream. It didn't hurt as bad but 



I felt that was coming back to haunt me either way, " she said, 
looking at him settling. 

"Ah, " he said. An awkward silence arose between the young viking and 
the chieftain. 

"Soa€| wondering about getting back in the saddle like you did 
before?" Stoick asked. He thought long and hard that Mayweather 
should pursue drawing riding again, this time a common dragon, one 
that is trainable and easy to understand. A gronckle would be good 
for her; loyal and tough exterior was their main attributes. 

"a€| I just remembered what I wanted to say nowa€ | " Mayweather said 
as she looked at him. 

"Well, spill it out now before you lose it, " he said as he wanted to 
hear her. 

"I've taken it to consideration that I don't wanna train dragons 
anymore, " she said as she had her fingers play with the little piece 
of hair that had stuck out fro her braid. 

Stoick looked at her in surprise. "What did you say lass?" he asked, 
thinking he misheard her. 

"I don't wanna train dragonsa€ | I honestly don't see the point in 
training dragons that were suppose to be our enemy, " she 
said . 

"Mayweather, just because these creatures were once our enemies, that 
should falter you from training them. There's a whole world filled 
with dragons from every class know to man, ones that could possible 
be out that, unnamed and unclassified. There's so many things you'd 
be missing out, " Stoick said. Stoick worked hard to teach her 
different types of dragons and class that corresponded to them so she 
can know when to use the right tips to encounter one. One would say 
he wasted his time. 

Mayweather had then gotten up and placed her hands on her hips, 
eyebrows furrowed. "And what exactly would I be missing out. Being 
shot by a parrot looking dragon with its spines? Being toasted alive 
by a fire covered dragon? Or get squashed to death by a five thousand 
pound boulder dragons?" she said. 

"Don't get fresh with me," Stoick said, getting up and approaching 
her. "I was somewhat the same way, that dragons couldn't get along, 
and even after my son joined dragons. But I learned that change was 
possible . " 

"That may work for you, but what about me? Doesn't my opinion 
matter?" Mayweather said, aggravated. Stoick couldn't help but feel 
upset for her. She was such a skilled rider, especial with a rare 
strike class dragon, in which he has yet to teach her. 

"You're opinion does matter, however how do you know you may not want 
to try dragon training?" Stoick said, placing his firm hands on her 
shoulders . 

She had looked down and had felt flushed. It would be nice to know to 
ride dragons, and possibly remember who she was. "I guessa€| and 



maybe I may remember who I am, " she said. 

"That's right, you could remember who you are if your train some 
specific dragons," he said. 'So, dragon training?" 

"a€| Dragon Training." 

_Around the Archipelago of Berk_ 

Gustav lead the auxiliary team of Berk around the island, seeing any 
signs of danger around the archipelago of Berk. 

"Okay, no sign of danger here, everyone fall out!" Gustav said, 
Fanghook banking left. He stopped though, as he saw Skullcrusher 
heading towards them. 

"Chief! Is there something wrong?" He asked. 

"We have a new dragon trainer here, " Stoick said, in which Gustav 
followed him, along with all the other riders present. 

Gobber was boots on the ground with Mayweather, who was fiddling with 
the work shop's swords and axes. She saw that they ranged from 
smallest to largest, 

Stoick landed, giving Gobber the signal to bring Mayweather out. 
Mayweather had felt a hand on her shoulder and turned around to see 
some people. She had sighed shakily, but headed out to see the 
group . 

"Ah, I remember you," Spitelout said, his hands on his knees. "You're 
the one that saved those twins from that Whisperin' Death." 

"Twins?" she said. 

"Spitelout, a word?" Stoick said, Spitelout following. "She doesn't 
remember anything from her past, not a thing." 

"Oh, what should we do then?" Spitelout said. 

"Make her feel welcomed, she needs it now, " he said as he pat him on 
the back. 

Mayweather watched the men talk. She knew it was about her. They 
could have said it in front of her, it wasn't like it was gonna hurt 
hera€ | she already is hurt. 

Gustav introduced himself to her, the girl returning the favor. He 
was the leader of the auxiliary team here on Berk, as he was the most 
experienced rider out of all of the team's members. He was going to 
instruct her in training dragons, and learning about them. 

_The Training Arena_ 

Mayweather had sat down on a barrel and looked at Gustav. 

"So, you wanna train dragons, huh?" he said, hands on his hips and 
face smug. 

"Yesa€| I guess," she said as she rubbed her arm. 



"You think its easy? Just hopping on a dragon and feeding it?" he 
said as he looked at her, circling her like a vulture. 

"I meana€ | you guys make it easy," Mayweather said abruptly. 

"Well its not Missy!" he said, bellowing at her. "And do you know 
why?" he asked her. 

"Okay, why?" she said, crossing her arms and regretting her 
decision . 

"Because, its hard work, its requires knowledge of all dragons 
existent in the known world," he said, pacing back and forth. "Stoker 
class dragons. Fear class dragons. Mystery class dragons and so much 
more classes to it," he said, acting like a real leader. "All of 
these dragons you may encounter, but you're nothing but a regular 
viking if you don't know any of the dragonsa€ i so, do you have what 
it takes to train dragons?" Gustav said, arms crossed. She had looked 
at the members. She saw Spitelout, Bucket & Mulch, Silent Sven, and 
Gothi . Goth gave her a silent nod of approval. 

"Yes I do, " she said. 

"Sorry? I can't hear you," Gustav said. 

"Yes I do!" she said, a little louder. 

"I still can't hear you!" Gustav said, waiting to hear her say it 
even louder. 

"YES I DO!" 


End 
f ile . 



